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fished?" The curious thing was that Mr. Evans' body seemed at
that moment, while his two young hearers watched him, to grow
more and more corpse-like, Those bare hanging wrists, those
outstretched feet in their great boots remained absolutely mo-
tionless. It was as if his physical form had already sunk into the
waters of that Cimmerian sunset-realm which he called "yr
Echwyd," while some power from outside of him was making
his lips move in his corpse-like face!
"They sought for more than a fish, for more than any great
chub of Lydford . . . (they sought for the knot of the opposites,
for the clasping of the Two Twilights, for the mingling-place of
the waters, for the fusion of the metals, for the bride-bed of the
contradictions, for the copulation-cry of the Yes and No, for the
amalgam of the Is and Is Not! What they sought . . . what the
Fisher Kings of my people sought, and no other priests of no
other race on earth have ever sought it ... was not only the
Cauldron and the Spear . . . not only the sheath and the knife,
not only the Mwys of Gwyddno and the Sword of Arthur, but
that which exists in the moment of timeless time when these two
are one! What they sought was creation with-out-generation.
What they sought was Parthenogenesis and the Self-Birth of
Psyche. What they sought was the Stone without Lichen which
the people before my people worshipped, when they set up------"'
The voice proceeding from the lips of the corpse-face of Mr,
Evans became so hoarse and broken at this point that it hardly
seemed like a human voice. Lady Rachel could clearly hear the
footsteps on the pavement outside, through the street door which
they had left ajar; and these steps sounded to her like the steps
of all the generations of men treading down the stammerings of
the Inanimate Bottom of the World.